day one of the t and most inter-
of the Spanish-Californian leaders
lwz,.“ His death may be said to

of an era, for the living

GENERAL MANUEL CASTRO.
fornia looked upon him ns their best ex-
ample, and as the master of all old
legends and historical information, The

late General Vallejo, of Lachryma
Montis, Bonoma, may be taken ns the
full and fair type of those who accepted
the new regime, and learned to love the
name of American. The present head
of the Castro family, Don Juan B. Cas-
tro, of Monterey, accepted the situation
sufficiently to become prominent in busi-
ness and politics in his native district.
But old “Don Manuel,” like Jefferson
Davis, maintained the justice of his
“lost cause” to the very end.

The whole Castro family has made its
mark on Pacific coast history, and there
are indications that the younger mem-
bers, who are well educated and have
some property and social standing, will
long maintain the prominence of the
name, General Manuel Castro was a
familiar figure on the streeta of San
Francisco for many years past. He had
long, costly and eventually futile litiga-
tions over wvaluable tracts of land to
which he held Mexican grants.

Leagues of rich Colorado river '‘bot-
tom" were once in his possession. In
many a celebration the general had been
one of the most striking figures of the

on. He was to be found, often
weeks at a time, in certain old fash-
ioned fondas and wine shops in San
Francisco with other native Californians,
such as the Picos, Alvisos and Romeros,
and when he levied tribute on the
gringos (the Americans) he did so with
all the magnificence of an oriental po-
tentate. The general had land claims
which were still of sufiicient importance
to secure him a small payment every
time a deed was recorded; then, too, his
collections of old letters and Spanish
documents possessed much interest.

It was impossible to sit for an hour
with the dignified old man, in his favor-
ite and picturesque Spanish restaurant,
without feeling that you were in some
degree responsible for the sad foitune
that had changed himm from a feudal
baron to a broken down relic of a for-
gotten epoch. BSometimes, like thou-
sands of the world's greatest geninses, he
“was a little short of funds" until some-
thing or other materialized. But such
matters always seemed to be a legiti-
mate and lawful tax rather than a per
sonal demand. It was oldl General
Castro.

Born in 1821, on one of the lordliest of

California ranches, young Manuel Castro |

becume the governor's private secretary
before he was nineteen, | have seen his
schoolboy exercises, and read his notes
about Ceesar and Cicero: | have heard

him tell about the teachers of the enrly |

of the century, when all the text

ks in use in Californin were manu.
script coples, before Zumorano, the print-
er, set up his press. Young Castro led
in the revolt ngainst Micheltorena, and
he wus u conunissioner to muke the
treaty by which Pio Pico becume gov-
ernor. In 1845, then hardly twenty-five,
he was made prefect of Monterey and
Heutenant in the army: before 1840 he
was promoted to u captainey. When the
Fremont invasion occurred, Castro com-
manded at tho battle of Natividad, Af-

DON JUAN B, CASTRO, !
terward, defeated at Sun Gubriel, he re- |
turned to Mexico, and waited in vain for
sufficient forces to enable him to re-
conquer California. He was made colonel
in the regular army, and general by bre-
vet, and was given command of lower

California in 1849, [In 1852 he returned
to the United States, He has been of
at value to such historinns us Theo-
ore H, Hittell, who have known how to
sift his abundant reminiscences and cor-
respondence,

It Mexico had retained Cualifornia,
@eneral Castro, in all human probability,
would have become the master of one or
two hundred thonsand acres of the richest
land in the provinee, He would have gov-
erned with feudal power and more than
fendal magnificence, and his name would
have rauked among the five or six lowd-
ing nawws of the lunded aristocracy,

CHARLES HOowAlp SHINN,

CAPITAL CITY CO

That They Had Been Imposed On.

introduction,
tally “sizing the other up.” Then ove of
them s;:‘oko.

“My husband frequently speaks of you,”
she sald,

“Indead!” returned the other. "My hus
band thinks you are wonderfully clever.”

“Really? Why, that's the way my hus-
band talks about you. He told me how
you reshaped and recovered that old para-
sol and so saved elght dollars,

“Parnsoll Why, I never touched it un.
til my husband had harped all one day on

our cleverness in upholstering and relin-
l:' a buby carriange at a saving of six dol-

u‘ L]

“Nonsense. The thing that made me do
that was the way my husband talked
about that parnsol. Then ho got moe to
fixing over a last year's hat because you
were working over an old dress,"

“But [ never started to do that until my
busband had told me five times about your

could be any more economical than 1."*

“Why, really, my dear madam, [ heard
of that dress twenty-four hours before |
touched the hat."

“Impossible, 1"—

g Then she stopped and her eyes began to
nsh.

“I believe our husbands"— she began
again,

“1 believe they bhave,” chimed in the
other, becoming excited also.

“It's & wicked shame!”

“An outragel They've just tricked us,
that's alll”

“It was a regular plot! And to think
how he's made me workl ['ll get & new
gown todny."

“And I a hat.”

Then two women went into adry goods
store and spent all the money they could
scrape together. And two men got mighty
little for supper that night, and when they
complained they were promptly convinced
that they ought to have said nothing.—
Chleago Tribune

Ho Was On.

It was exactly midnight the other night
when a stranger walked softly into a
Brondwny hotel and whispered to the clerk,
who whirled the register nround at him:

“Will you please tell me if Admiral
Beaumont is stopping at this hotel "

“Hu is not,” was the reply.

“Thanks—exceedingly thankfual,” whis
pered the man, as he tiptoed out,

Ten minutes later he returned with the
same soft step and mysterious air to whis
per:

“1 was mistaken, HHis name Is not Ad
miral Beaumont, but General Thomas."

“No sueh man here, sir,"’

“Thanks—many thanks."

This time (it wasn't over five minutes be-
fore he returned, and he walked on tiptoe
to the counter and whispered:

“Sorry to trouble you again, but it is
peither Admiral Beaumont nor General
Thomas I want, It is Jones—2. Jones.”

“No Z. Jones here,”

“Just plain Z Jones—small man—bald
head—lame in left leg—open countenance.”

“No such man.””

“*Very well; I'll call agnin.”

“No, you won'tl Here—take it and go!"

The clerk handed out s nickel, and the
man took it, bowed his thanks, and sald as
he softly tiptoed away:

“Yours until death! You know how to
keep a tavern, and you are onto the racket!
Good night!”—AM. Quad in New York Even-
ing World.

Not » Millinery Shop.

“Can 1 get vomething to eat here?” anked
an eastern man of the proprietor of a Mon-
tana “hotel.” The landlord eyed him sus-
piciously.

“Tenderfoot, eh "

“I suppbse so."”

“Eat ?le with yer knife?”

“w o.l

“Muke n nolse when you drink?”

“T'ry not to."

“Pick yer teeth with the fork?”

*Certainly not.”

“Take off yer hat at the tablep”

OIY“'I'

“Smack yer lipa when yon strike some-
thin' good "

uN“_l'

“Then you can’t eat here. [ fed n feller
last spring that parted his hair [n the mid-
'dle and had the same brand on his face
that you've got, and he hoodooed my place
for a month. They's a halfbreed runs a
feed trough farther down the street. Guess
he'll take you in—he don't know no better
=but, by gum! as long as 1 run this ranch
it nin't goin' to be no millinery shop. Day,
strunger,” —Detroit Free Press.

Cut His Teeth.
| A eolored brother who was moving down
to the city from Albany was asked by a
passenger on the teain if he intended to
| keep chickens when he got settled.
“Nodoubt I shall hev' mo' or less to do
wid chickens, sah,” was the reply, “but
you kin bet yo' life I hain't gwine to leave
no fedders seattered around de back doah!”
=New York World

Not That Kind of a Doctor,

| Polite Waitress—Ten, doctor?

i Doctor—=No, coffee, if you plense.
Waitress— Roast beef, doctor?
Doctor—If you pleuass,

Waitress —Corn, doctor?

Doctor (indignantly)—No, madam, I am
dentist.—Druke's Magazine.

a8
' Advantage of u Technlcality,
| Mumma—Johnny, see that you give
Ethel the llon's share of that orange.
Johnoy—Yes'm,
b Ethel—Mammmn, he hasn't given me any.
U Johuny—Well, that's all right, Lions
| don't eat oranges. —Huarper's Bazar

I Reaping the Whirlwind.

D. Bwinelander
slghted and mistakes awnother customer

Blake (who (8 near
for the hntter)—See here!
fit me at all.

The Other Mun (who I8 sensitiver—
Nelther doss your cont, for that mastter.—
' Lile

My hat does not

THERE WAS TROUBLE FOR TWO MEN. ‘
Thelr Wives Compared Notes and Deolded | He thoronghfare. A gentleman gave him

There was a moment's silence after the ]
Womanlike, each was men- |

hat, I wasn't going to admit that you |

A Friend In Need,
A poor man In rags asked alms In a pub-

two soldi, and said

“You might nt least take off your hmt
when you beg.*

”3::!!.. true, but then the pollceman
ﬁm er might run me in for breaking the

wi whereas, seelng us converse together,
he will take us for a eouple of friends, "=
Fanfulla

Thelr Own Iden.

Dushaway—Well, old man, I ses you are
back from your western tour \What part
did you take?

Billbonrd=The heavy villain, You see
this ring around my neck? That shows
the part | took 1o & hanging scene,

Dashawny—Heavens! whosuggested such
a realistie thing?

Billboard (sadly)=The aundience.—New
York Sun.

Forgot the Wrong Thing.

A young woman got on the traln at Pon-
tiac with a pug dog which showed consld:
erable reluctance to travel,

“Don’t lose Don!” shouted her friends
from the platform.

The train was moving off, but more
goodbys were wafted to the pug, who
snarled and showed the whites of his eyes,
and objected to golug into the ear.

But one passenger pulled him in at the
fore and another pushed on him aft, and
the young woman “dearied” and cooed
over him, and he wus finally landed, sulky
and stiff, in a seat in the drawing room
cur,

When the conductor came around he saw
the dog. If there is any one thing a con-
g:::-mr hutes more than avother, It is & pug

“That animal must go into the baggnge
car,” he saild in a crescendo volce.

“Then | will go with him,” answered the
young woman decidedly.

“We don't carry pussengers in the bag
gage car. I'll take care of him mysell.
Ticket, please,”

The young womnan, still clasping her
dog, felt in her pocket, and began to look
troubled. Then she examined her snchel

“I—1 left my pocketbook In the depot at
Pontine. It had my ticket and twelve dol-
lars in it.  Oh, what shall [ do#"

Her distress amused the passengers, who
mistook the cause of it

“Auything the matter with the dog?"
:::od au old traveler in the seat behind

“Open the window and give him alr”
suggested another.

Still elasping her pet, the young woman
got off at the first station to return to
Pontine, while the conductor scolded
about women losing their pocketbooks,
and the juvenile passengers called after
her.

“Hang on to the d-o-r-g." = Detroit Free
Press.

Under the Sllont Watches.

First Clock—Always glad to see your
face round. You're not idle, 1 notice

Becond Clock—No, | manage to keep my
hands going from lour to hour but 1
menan to strike.

First Clock—=What for?

Second Clock—For twenty-four hours
Bay, old man, you seem run down.

Flirst Clock—Yes, my weight's fallen oif.
Lost my second hand the other duy, you
kunow

Second Clock—No danger of getting the
grip from you, then.

First Clock—=No, but your hours are

numbered, nevertheless, —Deake's Muoagn
zine

He Was No Whistler.

A certain Detroit employer hates a man
who whistles at his work, and alwnys asks
on that point. The other day an applicaus
called on him.

“Bo you want a job?"” he inquired.

“Yes, sir,” was the polite reply.

“Well, the first thing | waut to know is,
do you whistle at your work?"

“1 never have, sir, before,”

“Ah? What kind of work have you
been dolug?"

“Glass blowing, sie.”

The employer took his ease under ad-
visement.—Detrolt Free Press

A Change for the Better,

Fogg—Ah, Fenderson! You're coming
to the club tonight.

Femlerson =1 was coming,
changed my mind,

Fogg—Graclous, man! that 18 all the
more reason for your coming.—Hoston
Trauscript,

but I've

He Was Not w Purchaser.
Colonel Lotts (of Boomville)=Five yoars
ago, sir, you could have bonght the site of
this thriving city for a mere song
Visitor—I couldn’t. | can't sing, —Har
per's Bazar.

The Czar's Suit,
Czar of Russia (just out of bed)—What
has become of my nndershire?
Valet—Ploase, your mujesty, the black-
suith's putting fresh rivets in it.—Yaukee
Blade

Mere Coyness
“'way dan!

Jonofan Whitfles Smif!
Yo' heah me,

Don® yo' came aneah me,

Nless yo' want er buf
On de mour
Kuook yo' sounf
"Hout er mile!
Don' yo' smile
When | say
CFway !

Jonofan Whifles sulf,
Cor | fevls

Jes wind from bewd ter hoelsl

No such pusson sips

D¢ bouey from dease Hps!
Stop yo' teasin'
Aud yo' squessin®
Gy
I sny!

AL™ Yap-Yup,
Callup!
“Morchant Travelen
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WINDS IN THE TREES.

Words from the German by Mise MULOCH.

1891

Music by A. GORING THOMAS.
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